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" Marry you I won't; but I'd like to pay up, if
I could------"
He looked at her.
Quivering all over from that look, she shrugged her
shoulders, and walked away. Men of an old fashion !
Her own fault for stepping outside the charmed circle
that took nothing too seriously. She walked over the
shining floor, conscious of many eyes, slipped past her
hostess, and soon was in a cab.
She lay awake, thinking. Even without announcement
the return of presents would set London by the ears and
bring on her again an avalanche of bills. Five thousand
pounds ! She got up and rummaged out the list, duplicate
of that which Alec had. He might still want to pay them !
After all, it was he who had spilled the ink by making
her go into Court! But then his eyes came haunting her.
Out of the question ! And, shivering a little, she got back
into bed. Perhaps she would have a brain-wave in the
morning. She had so many in the night, that she could
not sleep. Moscow with Bertie Curfew ? The stage :
America and the ' movies ? ' All three ? She slept at last,
and woke languid and pale. With her letters was one
from Shropshire House.
" DEAR MARJORIE,
" If you've nothing better to do, I should like to see you
this morning.
" Affectionately,
" SHROPSHIRE."
What now ? She looked at herself in the glass, and
decided that she must make up a little. At eleven o'clock
she was at Shropshire House. The marquess was in his
workroom at the top, among a small forest of contrap-